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second later, I find myself in the basement, but
even before I arrive there, a second terrific
crash makes the whole earth rock like a ship in
mountainous seas. The cook, already below,
tells us later that the house appeared to gather
itself up and pitch forward; for a moment she
thought that we were all going to be flung into
the road from above her head. The blast has
blown glass from-the leaded panes, though the
windows were open; sulphur fumes, thick'and
acrid, pour through the passages; an hour or
so later, from the pricking of my reddened
skin, I realise that something has scorched my
face. Gathering myself up from the basement,
I go to the telephone with the abnormal calm
that for most of us follows an escape from death
before the reaction begins.

"Is that the Kensington police? Look here,
when the raid's over you'd better come and take
a glance at 37, Francis Square. We've either
had a bomb on our roof, or it's fallen just outside.
I don't know how much damage there is, but
the whole house seemed to be coming on top
of us."

A few minutes later the police arrive; the raid
is still on, but they know that it will not be over
till dawn. As they plunge ankle-deep in glass
to look for damage with their shrouded torches,
they tell me that seven bombs fell in three
seconds within a quarter of a mile of our house.